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But wolcly out, nnywny, Good -night
Hitle pinymoies,
Thut

acvently-two miles,

Wike me up at 4157

wis oll of the conversation for

It wus dawn when Haffam drove

ngnin.. 1o was silent; hoe was concen-
tnted un heeping Lie speodometer just
two sevmied safe

But

miles highur than

once o mlle or an, on stralght

strctoles, He glinesd with wenry hap-
plcks ut  the morning mondows, at

ahlmmering  tapestry  of “grass  and
soung whent, and caught half n note
of the song of the mendow lnrk. Fin
mouth, =0 grimly tight in dangerons
places, roso nt the corners

Toward Buffum

noon, aM was ap-

proaching tiie village of Apogee, In,,

the smooth baring of the motar was
interrupted by o nolse as though the
engine was Nying to pleces,

Ho yanked gt the switeh; before the
enr hud quite halted, Roy and he had
fides, wore

The

tumbled out at opposite
running forward to 1ife the hood.
tan guard, o heavy wire solderod on
the radintor, hnd worked loose and
bent o fan blade, uln.-.ln. Wiad ripped out

& handful of honeyeomb, The inside of

the radintor looked ap though It had
been hncked with da dull knife, The
wittor wns cascading out,

Buffum  speculinted tApoREee  next
tawn? Coan't gor vaodiator thore. None
nearer R Clinten.  Clor s solderod.
MHere! You!™

The “"Hope! You!™ was directed ot
the driver OfF o anclent roadster, 0ok
W hustle this Lant Into pext  town.

Want you to haul me In”

Roy Bender lund already sanotehed
towrope from the Pack of the racing
car, was fastoning i e the front nxle
of the Mallard, the renr of the road-
ater.

Buffum gave ho time for disputes,
“I'm J. T. Buffum

Hore's §10

fiavin' 'civoas con
Wit ma-
11 drive.” He had

tinent. your

c¢hine ten minutes
erowded Into the seat,  Alrcady, with
Roy stecring the Mallard, they wers
heanded for Apoges.

A shouting crowd ran out (vom lousa
and store.  Buffum slowly lodked them

over, Of o man in coedurey rouscrs

and khnkl shirt, who had plumped out
of u garage, he demanded, * Who's the
best soldarer in town?'

I um. Good ns anybody in Jowu !

“Now, wait! Know who | am?”
“Sure. You're Buffum.”

“My radintor ks shot to thunder, Got
to be soldered. 1 want six hours' work
How n.!;uul.

the hardwire store? Isn't there a sol.

* done In ono hour, or less,

derer there that's even botter than
youTt"
“yes, 1 guess muybe old Frank

Disters s

“Get him and get e other good men,
and get busy. Oneef you work on each
side. Roy Bender, here, will boss you™
Adready Roy was tuking down the ra-
diator, “Ouwe hour, remember, Hurry!?
Plenty of money o it

“Oh,' we don't care anything about
the money !

“Thanks, old man. Well, I might us

well grab @ Ntthe flecp,. Where'll 1 got

= long dintancs connection ™ he
yawnoed,
“Across tho sireet, ot Mre Rivora's,

Be less nolse there than in the garsgo,
I guess.”

VEIL the way was a house thnt
Wil o large agquare box wilh
un ocilagonal cupola on the

It was sel back

ina yord of rough grmss and old emab-

At tha

mansarg ool
apple (rees gl woere a amall-

wn, severe woman in spectacles and

vprum, and o girl of twenty -fve or six,

the girl twice and

tried to make out what it wis that dis-

Buffum looked al
tinguiakad her from adl the other women
in the erowd thot
and giggling to sec the famons car,

had come pushing

She woa sharply individualized. It

won not that she was tall and blazing.

She was slight—-and delicnte as a dry-

point etehing,  Her chin was precise
though woft; she had o Roman nose, &
feminizged charming version of the Ro-
man nowo, The ing that made hor
distinctive, Buffum reflected, was her
polae, The girl by thé gale was an
quietly aloof as the small, cold moon
{:f winter,

Ha plodded across the rond.
tated before wpeaking. :

“I hope there hasn't been an acel-
doent,” she murmured to him

“No, just n small repair.

“Bul why does every one secm so
mugh conberned

“Why, its—it's—1'm J. T. Buffum."

“Mr.—uh—Buffum?"’

“1 reckon you have never henrd of
me

“Why, uwh—should T have?’ Her
eyes were serious, regretful at discour-
tesy.

“No. You shouldn't. [ just mean—,
Motlor fans usunlly have, I''m A racer.
1 driving from San Franciseo to New
York"

Ho hesi-

‘I RECKON YOU HAVE NEVER
“WHY, UH—SHOULD | HAVET™

‘Really? It will take yon
“Four to five days.”
“In two days you will bo o the East?
ocean, the art galleries” Oh!™

In her volce Her
vyes saw far-off things, But they came
back to Apogee, la, and to the big,
dusty mufl in leather, with a peni-
tent: “Pm ashamed pol to have heard
of you, but [-we haven't & car. [ hope
they will make your repalrs gquickly.
May mother and 1 give you a glass of
milk or soimething ™

“1I'd b glad if you'd let me us
teleplionne

"IN course!
uffum, who s
country Oy
Hivera "™

ten days?’

see the

was wistfulness,

your
Bo nolsy, at™—

Mother, thisn is Mr
driving acroas the
my name 8 Aurliia

Buffum awkwardly tricd to bow In
two directions at once. Then he fol-
lowedd Aurilla Rivers's slender back.
He noticed Row smooth  woere
shounlder blades, They woere ncither
Jugged nor wadded, It seemed to him
that the blue asllk of her waist ook
life from the warm and eager flesh be-
roath, Tn her studiod serenity she had
not lost her youth,

As he drew away from the prying
crownd amd the sound of hasty ham-
mirs and wrenches, he
of clinging peace. The brick of the
walk wins worn to a soft rose, ehaded
by gently moving branches of lilae
busben, At the end wns n wild grope
arbur, and an anclent bench, The ar-
bor waa shadowy, and full of the feel-
ing of long and tranquil years. In this
land of new housca and new red barns
and binslng miles of wheat, it seemed
mysterious with antiquity,

And on the doorstep
bleached vertebra of a whale. DBuffum
waa confused. He travelled so much
and so swiftly that he always Lhnd Lo
stop to think whether he was East or
West, and fow. Yeos, this was Towa.
Of course. But that vertebea belonged
ty New England.

And to New England belonged the
conch shell and the mahogany table in
the wide hall, with Its strip of rug car-
pet, down which Miss Rivers led him to
the telephone—an old-fashioned wall

was the

HEARD OF ME."

InEtrament. Buffum poticed it Mins
consclentiously disappeared
through the wide door at the end of the
hall into a garden of pinks and pan-
sies wnd sweel william,

“Please got me long distance.”

“I'm long distance and short dia-
tance nod™—

“All right. This is Buffum, the trans.
continental racer. I want to talk to
Detroit, Mich —Mallard Motor Com-
pany —offiee of the President.”

Rivers

E walted ten minutes. ke sat

on the edge of a Willlam and

Mary chalr, and felt obew,
clumsy, extremely dirty. He
ventared off his chalr—disapproving of
the thunder of his footateps— and sLo0d

hor,

was consclous:
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In the doofwiy of n room, which, he
funcied, efmtained all the Rivera trenas-
ures, The corner by the bow window
sweemied to be w shrine. Aboveo a genus
Ine antediluvian halreloth sofa were
three plotures: In the centre was &
rither good painting of a man who
wis the very apirit of 1850 in New Eng-
Iand—burosides, grim, white forehead,
Romnan nose, prim triongle of shirts

front. On the right was a water color
of a house, white-doored, narrow-
caved, small.windowed, standing out

against gray sand and biue water, with
a moored motor dory beyond, On the
woodshed ell of the pletured house was
noiled up the name-bonrd of a ship—
the Penninah Sparrow.

On the left of the portrailt wus a
falrly recent enlarged photogruph of
n min somewhat like the gran'ther of
1850, so0 far ns Romanness of noses went,
but wenker and more pompous, o hand-
some ol buck, with a pretentious broad
eyegins and halr that must
have beon silvery over a face that must
hnve been deep-flushed.

By thg sofn was a marble-topped
stand, on which were sweet peas surely
fresh that day.

Then central calied, and Buffum was
tulking to the President of the Mnllard
Motor Company, who for twd days and
nights had sat by the ticker, watching
his flashing progreas,

“Hello, chief. Buffum speaking. Held
up for about one hour. Apogee, Ia.
Think [ can make it up. But better
move the schedule up through 1llinols
and Todinna, Huh? Wadiator loak,
Sy

Ho inguired the amount of toll, and
rumbled  out to the garden. He had
to hurry wway, of course, and got some
aleep, but it would be good for him to
see Aurilla Rivers agnin, to take with
him the memory of her cool resolute-
ness. She was coming toward him. He
moekly followed her back toward the
hall, to the front steps. There he halt-
¢d her. He would see quite enough of
Roy Bender and the ear before he
riached New York.

ribbon,

“Please sit down here a moment and
tell me*'———
—YpE

'Oh, about the country around hers,

and ub—oh! T owe you for the tele-
phone ¢nll™
“Please 1t's nothing.'

“Rut IU's somoething., ItU's $2.96.""

“For a telephone call ™

He caught her band and pressed the
money into it She plumped down on

the steps, and he discreetly lowered his

buly beside her. She turned on him,
hlazing:
“You infuriste me! You do the

things I've wlways wanted lo—sweep
icross  big distances, ¢command mon,
have power. 1 suppose It's the old Yan-
kee shipmastiers coming out in me.”

“Miss Rivera, 1T noticed a portrait In
there. It secmed te me that the ple-
ture and the old sofa made a kind of
shrine. And the fresh flowers,”

She stared a little before she sald:

“Yea. It is a shrine. But you'rs the
first one that ever guessed. How did
you'—

“I don’t know. [ suppose it's bocause
I went through some Callfornin mia-
sions g few days ago. Tell me about
the psople in the pletures.”

“You wouldn't—oh, some day, pore
hoaps."

“Bome day! Now, you see here, child!
Do you realige that s aboul forty min-
utes I'l] be kiting out of here at sov.
enly miles an hour? Imagine that I've
met you a couple of times In the bank
or the post office, and finally after
about six montha U've called here and
told your mother 1 like pansies, All
right. AH that Is over, Now, who are
you. Aurilla Rivers? Who and what
nnd why and how and when?"

She smiled, She nodded. She old.

HE was a school leacher now, but
before hier father had died—well,

ithe enlarged photograph n

there was her futher, Bradley
fLvers, ploneer luwyer of Apogoe, He
had eome out from Cape Cod us a boy,
The side-whiskered man of the eentral
grandfather, Capl
Zenos Rivers of West Harlepool, on
The house in the picture
was the Rivers mansion, birthplace of
Lor father, of her grandfathér and his

portrait was her

the  Cape,
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